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though, it were volcanic, from numberless vents.
The region is without sap. Above its expanse
project superior fumaroles5 their drifting vapours
dissolving great areas. When'the track descends
slightly, you see cavities in that cliff which runs
parallel with your track. The desert is actually
burrowed, and every hole in the plateau is a
habitation. Something does live there. That
region of burnt and fissured rock is tunnelled and
inhabited. The unlikely serrations and ridges
with the smoke moving over them are porous, and
a fluid life ranges beneath unseen. It is the
beginning of Dockland. That the life is in
upright beings, each with independent volition
and a soul; that it is not an amorphous move-
ment, flowing in bulk through buried pipes,
incapable of the idea of height, of rising, it is
difficult to believe. It has not been believed. If
life, you protest, is really there, has any sense
which is better than that of extending worm-like
through the underground, then why, at intervals,
is there not an upheaval, a geyser-like burst, a
plain hint from a power usually pent, but liable to
go skywards ? But that is for the desert to
answer. As by mocking chance the desert itself